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My Daughter! When with tnnefhl thoughts I strove 
To soothe the weary hours, thy brow was clear ; 
Health bloom'd upon thy cheek ; and many a year 

I hop'd thy smile, and voice, and look of love, 

Tby Brother's and young Sister's hearts would move 
To listen to my strain, although severe, 
Yet pleasant for those Ups, so kind and dear. 

More blest thy lot! — ^Thine are the songs above ! 

And now, my Sister ! thy accomplish'd mind 
That priz*d, too highly priz'd, my humble lays, 

Hath pass'd away, in brighter worlds to find 
A tich reward for all thy suffering days ! 

Then be the joy of song henceforth resigned, 
Until I join in Heaven your hymns of praise ! 



1885 



PREFACE 



If any apology be deemed necessary for 
offering the following Poems to the Public, 
the Author may be allowed to state, that 
they were composed during long years of con- 
finement from the active duties of life ; — ^years 
of sorrow and suffering, yet not without their 
enjoyments; for, in a rightly constituted 
mind, the pleasures of memory, and the hope 
of future happiness, will always afford an 
antidote to the severest sorrows. 

To amuse sleepless nights, by recalling past 
impressions, she composed "The Legend." 
Her maternal ancestors, in common with the 
other inhabitants of Worcester, had suffered 
much during the Civil War, especially at the 
battle of Worcester : and from the traditionary 



IV. 

narratives which had impressed her imagina- 
tion in early youth^ she endeavoured to 
delineate a character that should exhibit her 
views of the sentiments which animated the 
Puritans, and, at the same time, impress upon 
the hearts of her children the power of religion, 
in union with literature and the domestic 
affections, to give support under the severest 
sufferings to which human nature is exposed. 

It may be permitted to one well acquainted 
with the habits and opinions of the Puritans, 
to assert that they did ?io^ think "the Poet's 
art a crime," Though regarded as fanatics by 
the rest of the world, yet, under a stem and 
perhaps repulsive exterior, they cherished, in 
the bosoms of their own families, that love of 
literature for which their descendants were 
distinguished : and it may not be too much to 
say, that deep and habitual piety will always 
contribute to a poetical taste ; since Christianity 
has given the sanction of truth to our highest 
aspirations after future happiness, and has 
therefore lent to Poetry a charm and im- 
portance which it never had before. 



If the author should be considered as pre- 
sumptuous in supposing that what was intended 
for her own children might benefit others, she 
can only say that the humblest and most 
secluded individual may feel an interest in 
the welfare of her fellow-creatures. And, in 
this reading age, she hopes that what she has 
written may be useful to females in her own 
rank, especially to young mothers, to whom 
so great a trust is committed, and who are so 
often unprepared for their important duties, 
and unaware of the great responsibility which 
attaches to them. 

Every feeling heart must shudder at the 
bare possibity of the recurrence of civil war ; 
but to suppose that the passions of the people 
can, in the present state of society, be restrained 
by arbitrary power, is absurd and impossible. 
The intellectual, moral, and especially the 
religious education of the people, seems to be 
the only rational means of preserving our 
freedom ; and, addressing herself to those of 
her own sex, the author would aflectionately 
entrei^t them, to cultivate their understandings 
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and sedulously cherish their religious prin- 
ciples, and to seek their happiness at home : 
their usefulness there may be unknown, or 
may even be despised; but it will not be 
forgotten or unrewarded by the great Head of 
the Church, nor be without its effect on the 
interests of society. 

It has been assumed, that a poetical taste in 
females unfits them for the habits of domestic 
life. A taste for frivolous reading of any kind, 
will unfit the mind for important duties. But 
the writings of our best poets, by elevating the 
moral sentiment and filling the imagination 
with beautiful and sublime ideas, prepare those 
who are so often doomed to solitude and 
suffering, to breathe a spirit of cheerfulness 
and benevolence around them. 

The splendid passage in Pascal on ''The 
Misery of Man," seems to countenance the 
opinion expressed in the introduction to the 
Legend, that the real reason why tragedy has, 
in every age, excited a more intense interest 
in all clsdsses of people than any other kind 



of poetical composition, is, that it raises the 
mind more entirely from itself, and from the 
common scenes of life ; at the same time that 
it gratifies our pride, by the exhibition of 
energies and aspirations which are superior to 
the common pursuits of humanity, and which 
ennoble our race. And, when the final scene 
closes, and the catastrophe impresses upon our 
hearts the awful truth — ^how wretched and 
powerless man is, it must be remembered, that 
it is not the horror of dark despair arising 
from the consciousness of personal ruin, which 
affects the mind; but a generous sympathy 
with our kind, in which there is more of 
pleasure than of pain, since of all strong 
emotions, sympathy with others is the most 
pleasurable, and we exult, that man can rise 
so high in his pursuit for happiness, while we 
are conscious, how vain are all his efforts to 
find it, but in God alone. 



PtuiCige from Pascal rrferred to in the Preface. 

" Rien n'est pins capable de nous faire entrer dans la 
conuoissance de la mis^re des hommes que de consid^rer la 
cause veritable de V agitation perp^tnelle dans laqnelle ils 
passent leur vie. 

** V kme est jet^e dans le corps ponr y faire un s^jour de 
pen de duree. Elle salt que ce n'est qn' nn passage d uu 
voyage ^temel, et qu'elle n'a que le pen de temps que dure 
la vie iMJur s'y preparer. Les n^cessit^ de la nature lui en 
ravissent une tr^s grande partie. II ne lui en reste que tres 
pen dout elle puisse disposer. Mais ce pen qui lui reste 
rincommode si fort, et Tembarrasse si ^trangement, qu* elle ne 
»onge qu' k le perdre. Ce lui est une peine insupportable 
d'etre obligee de vivre avec soi, et de penser a soi. Ainsi 
tout son soin est de s'oublier soi-m6me, et de laisser couler ce 
temps si court et si pr^cieux sans reflexion, en s' occupant 
des choses qui Pemp^chent d'y penser. 

*' C'est Porigine de toutes les occupations tumultuaires des 
hommes, et de tout ce qu'on appelle dlvertisement on passe- 
temps, dans lesquels on n'a, en effet, pour but que d'y laisser 
passer le temps sans le sentir, ou plutot sans se sentir ioi« 
m6me, et d* Writer, en perdant cette partie de la vie Famertume 
et le d^goilt intMeur qui accompagneroit n^cessairement 
Tattention que V on feroit sur soi-m^me durant ce temps-la. 
L' &me ne trouve rien en elle qui la contente ; elle n'y voit 
rien qui ne 1' afSige, quand elle y pense. C'est ce qui la 
contraint de se r^pandre au dehors, et de chercher dans 
V application aux choses exterieurs k perdre le souvenir de 
son 6tat veritable. Sa joie consiste dans cet oubli; et il 
suffit, pour la rendre miserable, de V obliger de se voir et 
d'etre avec soi."— P«w^e» de Pascal, Partie Ire, Art, vii. 



EDITOR'S NOTE. 

The individual who has conducted this little volume throug>h the 
press, cannot conclude his service, without entreating the Reader 
to regard all the faults in punctuation as attributable solely to him — 
to his oversight, or his error in judgment — ^under the disadvantage 
of distance from the Author. The intensity and elevation of 
thought, with the brevity of expression, so obvious in the principal 
poem, may sometimes have needed a fuller system of punctuation ; 
and, at other times, the import may have been somewhat obscured 
by one too definite. 

In relation to the composition itself— rich, he deems it, in true 
poetry of a high character — he may be excused in adding, that if 
in any parts there should appear some obscurity of connection, it 
may justly be attributed to the fact, that various portions of it 
were, for many years, unwritten : these may have acquired, in the 
Author's mind, associated trains of thought which give a unity and 
connection to the different parts, that may not be so easily discernible 
by others. Confined, as she has been, to the bed of weakness, for 
above twenty-five years, altogether secluded from the beautiful 
scenes of nature, and greatly tried by "the refiner's fire," her 
native imagination has found in poetry and religion those resources 
which she here describes; and this often blends the Puritan 
Mother with the Author. The abruptness, as it will be thought, 
in the termination of ** the Legend," is to be assigned to " her bad 
health,'* leading her to "wish to conclude the poem." 



The Reader will oblige by making the following corrections : — 

In the 1st line of Stanza 1v, read "summer suns." 

In Stanza Ixv, put the full stop at " array'd"— a comma at " well*' 

— and a semicolon at " stray 'd." 
At the bottom of p. 96 should be " waiting." 
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ANALYSIS. 



The subjects of Poetry not exhausted, but increasing with 
the progress of Science and Civilization, Stanza i — iv. The 
Poetry of Nature confined to no age or clime, v — ^viii. The 
chief business of Poetry being to display the Passions and their 
effects, it derives its greatest dignity and elevation from 
Religion, which has shed on them the light of Immortality, 
IX — ^xii. The misery of man, which led him to seek relief 
In the pleasures of the Imagination, gave rise to Tragic and 
afterwards to Epic Poetry, xiii — xvi. The pleasures of 
Devotion alone capable of satisfying the Immortal Mind, XYii. 
The Puritans eminent for their devotional spirit, and also for 
their intellectual taste, xtiii. Milton, xix. The early 
religious training of the Puritans made them bold in the 
cause of Truth, in the exercise of Private Judgment, and in 
the promulgation of the Gospel of Christ, xx— xxii. To 
Mothers is committed the holy charge of nurturing Religion 
in the youthful mind, and infusing into it a spirit of love, 

XXIII — ^XXVII. 

The character and circumstances of the Puritans, exem- 
plified in a Narration of the CItU War, xxYiii— xliii. 
The desolation of Bereavement soothed by submission to the 
Divine Will, and cheered by Domestic Affection, xliv— 
^LYi. Song. The Mind supported by Religion, unsubdued 
by the sorrows of life, xlyii — liii. Its vigour rekindled by 
the influences of Poetry, uy—- lyii. Rarthly greatness sooA 



xvi 

passes away, but the power of the Bard is immortal, lyiii — 
I.X. Influence of the Songs of Heaven upon the mourning 
spirit, Lxi—LXii. The bereaved Mother's heart at length 
calmed and soothed by Hope and Memory, LXiii — lxit. 
Song of a Spirit. The poetical character must be formed 
by Nature aided by Devotion, lxvii— lxx. Soliloquy of 
the Puritan Mother, lxxi — lxxv. 



Note on Stanza LVI. 

" At the distance of a few paces only to the north-north-east 
of this map of walls and piers, the internal spaces of which 
are still filled with earth and rubbish, is the famous single tree 
yirhich the natives call " Athelo," and maintain to have been 
flourishing in ancient Babylon. This tree is of a kind per» 
fectly unknown to these parts. It is certainly of a very 
great age, and its trunk, which appears to have been of 
considerable girth, now presents only a bare and decayed 
half or longitudinal section, which, if found on the ground, 
would be thought to be rotten and unfit for any use, yet the 
few branches which still sprout out from its venerable top, 
are perfectly green ; and, as have been already remarked by 
others as well as confirmed by our own observation,.gives to 
the passage of the wind a shrill and melancholy sound, like 
the whistling of a tempest through a ship'Ss rigging at sea. 
i;hough thus thick in the trunk, it is not more than fifteen 
feet high, and its branches are very fewJ*-^TraveU in 
Mesopotamia, by J, S. Buckinqham, vol. II, p. 39S. 
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'Tis said the power of Song is felt no more, 
As once it was, when this glad earth was young, 
And Nature in her strength her offspring bore, — 
Heroes of olden time, the themes of song : 
But to our days a higher race belong ; 
The " gods come down'' and dwell in mortal sight, — 
Men, who, with earthly passions fierce and strong, 
Have minds resplendent with celestial light, 
Train'd by each softer grace, worthy the Poet's 
might. 
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II. 

Not, O my Country, from thy circling tide 
Bises in cloudless might the giant sun, 
Casting in scorn the shades of night aside. 
As where he springs upon his tropic throne ; 
Beneath his feet the mountains rude and lone 
Glow in the splendours of his burning path. 
Till o'er his empire night's dark shade is thrown. 
Sudden, as though heaven's minister of wrath 
Had hid a ruin'd world in darkness and in death :- 



III. 
But dearer far thy soft and balmy mom. 
While one bright star leads on the infant day. 
Waking in beauty ; and from heaven are bom 
The zephyrs that around her footsteps play ; 
All nature pours beneath her noontide ray 
The song of gladness. — ^Thus arose on high. 
Chasing the darkness of the soul away 
From savage man, the light of Poesy, 
And woke hb sensual heart to love and harmony. 



LEGEND OF THE PURITANS. 3 

IV. 

Nor did it rise and dissipate the gloom 

That hid a barbarous age, and with its blaze 

Of living light its rugged deeds illume. 

To quench in sudden night its early rays : 

When Science clearer still her lamp displays. 

Shall Fancy dim the brightness of her urn? 

No ! on the glories of these latter days, 

The Bard shall pour his song in ** words that bum," 

And, in unfading prime, decay and darkness spum« 

V. 

Nature is unexhausted in her might : 
The Ec^let from his lofty eyry springs ; 
Time has not dimmed his eye, nor check'd his flight 
When to the noon-day sun he spreads his wings : 
Leaving her lowly nest, the skylark sings. 
Sweet as in paradise, her morning hymn ; 
With melody the cheerful woodland rings ; 
Swift; o'er the desert wastes the swallows skim : 
And must the Bard be mute, his eagle eye be dim ? 
B 2 
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VI. 

Nor yet to one fair clime has heaven confined 
Its highest gifts : to every land belong, 
To every age, some souls of nobler kind; 
Creatures of love and joy, for ever young. 
All nature smiles in youth, where'er their song 
Pours forth its living stream of harmony : 
Though silent now, fair Greece ! thy tuneful tongue ; 
Though ruin dwells beneath thy cloudless sky. 
And shrouds thy matchless forms of grace and 
majesty. 

VII. 

Earth brought her richest treasures to thy shrine^ 
Of perfect beauty. These the enraptur'd gaze 
Worshiped unsated ; but no hues were thine 
From brighter worlds, no smiles from heaven to raise 
The heart from earthly joys. Thy temples' blaze 
Was not enkindled by celestial fire. 
Thus all the loveliness of earth decays : 
But from our northern skies the shades retire ; 
Rays from the font of life our favour'd souls inspire. 
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VIII. 

Thrice happy Bard ! for whom the living beams 
Of Tnith upon his youthful heart have shone : 
What though no fabled joys enchant his dreams, 
Her purer light inspires her favoured son. 
Does Nature charm him ? She is all his own, 
Dear nurse of feelings lofty and refin'd : 
But were he in the dungeon's gloom alone, 
From all her blissful smiles and sounds confin'd, 
What darkness could obscure the splendour of his 
mind? 

IX. 

From the clear fountain of eternal life 

His heart has drunk ; and hence he can assume 

A higher power. The passions' fearful strife, 

No longer bounded by earth's narrow doom, 

Have all the grandeur of the world to come : 

The mists of error fade, as round him press 

The glorious visions of his i^ture home : 

Creation in its hues he loves to dress ; 

For whilst to Heaven he soars, he seeks not Nature 
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X. 

Earth is his heritage : he builds his bower 
In every land; and blest are they who find 
Beneath its shade, in sorrow's scorching hour, 
A grateful refuge for the wearied mind. 
Nor are his lays to lofty themes confin'd : 
Within the Peasant's cot his songs can swell; 
His sweetest songs, midst sportive fitys reclin'd. 
Or in the lonely island's wizard cell : — 
Oh where has earth a spot that has not felt his spell ! 

XI. 

But chiefly he delights, with reverent air, 
And still insatiate gaze, at Nature's shrine 
To view her glorious forms of bright and fair; 
Or by her sacred fountains to recline. 
Rapt in deep visions, as the sacred nine 
Their anthems sing ! — Oh lofty fate above 
All other, if such joys the heart incline 
Within HIS gracious smile to live and move. 
Who in all beauty veils his majesty and love ! 
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XII. 

Else, like those airy spirits feigned to dwell — 
Gay revellers — ^within the green-wood shade ; 
Sporting, amidst the scenes they love so well, 
Their careless lives, so bright, so soon to fade ; 
Silent and shy, save in the moonlight glade, 
Or when the Bard, beside some haunted stream, 
May hear their songs : — ^thns Fancy is displayed. 
And thus its joys shall vanish as a dream, 
If no immortal hope upon the spirit beam. 

xiii. 
More hapless than this wayward race, their doom. 
Whose minds of finest impulse must sustain 
li&'s rude attacks ; and feel the deepening gloom 
Of coming evil aggravate their pain ; 
And fret, and try to break this mortal chain ; 
Or, in new scenes and endless changes, try 
To shun their fate. — Oh labour fond and vain ! 
And thus with dreams to cheat our destiny. 
The Tragic Muse arose, her pall came sweeping by 1 
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XIV. 

Eldest of all that lovely sisterhood ! 
What throbbing hearts upon her steps await, 
When, urging on his course through strife and blood , 
She bids her hero scorn a meaner fate. 
And seize her offer'd gifts with brow elate, — 
Gifts that with maddening force his heart inspire ; 
Revenge to gratify his deepest hate ; 
Or beauty's smile ; or, if ambition fire, 
What arm shall seize the crown to which his hopes 
aspire? 

XV. 

But when, in altered guise, with looks of scorn. 
She snatches from his eager grasp the prize, 
With no ignoble grief their hearts are torn 
Who watch'd his course with glowing sympathies : 
They weep ! but prouder, loftier thoughts arise 
Within the bosoms of the mourning throng, 
Exulting that such noble energies. 
Such powers above his fate, to man belong. 
Though o'er his brightest hopes the shade of death 
is hung. 
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XVI. 

For this the Epic Mnse awoke the strain. 
Which mocks the gloomy page of history : 
Her voice aspires to break the iron chain 
From dark despair, and to the hero's eye 
To paint the dazzling form of victory ; — 
Bright in immortal fame his praise shall glow; 
" The Muse forbids the virtuons man to die :'* 
Yet whilst our bosoms bum, too well we know, 
All that the world can give is vanity and woe. 

XVII. 

But there are spirits of a nobler race. 

Who, passing through life's idle pageantry. 

Heed not its changes, for their dwelling place 

Is in the grandeur of eternity : 

The Sons of Ood ; the truth hath made them free. 

Free from the clouds which dim the vidgar sight. 

Free from the passions' selfish slavery ; 

They with the Perfect Goodness dwell in light, 

And labour and endure in his unconquer'd might. 
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xvm. 
Such were the holy names to freedom dear ; 
Such were the Patriots of the olden time. 
Worthy all song ; although with souls severe 
'Tis said " they deemed the MinstreFs Art a crime/* 
Well might those lofty minds which sought to climb 
The mount of God, oh well might they despise 
A wanton lay ! but not the strain sublime 
Which taught mankind from sensual joys to rise, 
And rous'd the youthM breast to noblest enterprise. 



XIX. 

And did the Muse these daimtless hearts despise? 
Not in that sacred land, so fair and bright. 
Oh not in Greece, beneath her native skies 
Where once she dwelt on every sacred height, 
Did e'er her voice surest a loftier flight 
Than his — ^the Prince amidst the minstrel throng ! 
Yet not in courtly halls was nurst his might: 
He from the ranks of freedom pour'd the song 
Which with the seraph hosts rolls its full tide along. 
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XX. 

Por they were nurtured by a gentle race 
In goodliest discipline; each happy home 
Was guarded as some sacred dwelling place. 
Filled with sweet sounds : but when the hour was 

come, 
To save those homes, they fear'd not to assume. 
And with no feeble grasp, the avenging brand : 
Yet well the downcast eye, the brow of gloom, 
Became the men who, with the red right-hand. 
And with their patriot blood, redeem'd their native 

land. 

XXI. 

But higher thoughts their ardent minds inspired : 
To earth, long groaning in her misery. 
They deemed the day of rest, so long desired. 
So long foretold by holiest Seers, was nigh. 
For all mankind awoke their sympathy. 
While sweet prophetic voices hail'd the time — 
Now hastening on — of that great monarchy. 
The glorious reign of truth, which should, sublime, 
Extend with blissful sway o'er every age and clime. 
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XXII. 

For this, in darkness and in storm, they wrought 
Amidst a land hy civil faction torn ; 
Undaunted, though their fickle country brought 
The Patriot's recompense, reproach and scorn : 
But freedom in that hour of woe was bom. 
To make the way of the Redeemer plain ; 
And truth and justice glorious as the morn 
Arose, the promis'd blessings of his reign ; — 
These to their might we owe, and these we will 
maintain. 

XXIII. 

But not to one so lowly and unknown, 
Not to the humblest of the Muse's train. 
Belong such themes. Mothers ! to you alone 
With deep devotion would I breathe my strain ! 
You weep at scenes like these ; but not again 
Shall civil discord cloud our happier day, 
If you the Saviour's kingdom will sustain : 
Fear not the task ; empires may pass away, 
But never shall the earth disown a mother's sway , 
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XXIV. 

O highly favour'd ! though the doom of heaven 
To you has life's most anxious cares assigned. 
These are your glory ; since to you is given 
To guard and nurture the immortal mind. 
To form those ties, which, round the soul entwin'd. 
Strong as its endless destiny must prove. 
Thus, He who on his mother's breast reclin'd, 
Builds up his bright and spotless Church above, 
Not by the wrath of man, but by the might of love. 



XXV. 

Your low estate thus rais'd by love divine, 
As fellow workers with the Deity, 
Can you with light unthinking hearts repine 
At cares which bring you a reward so high ? 
Does pleasure lure you ? whither will you fly, 
When this deceitful world shall wound your soul ? 
Where will you seek for tender sympathy. 
Unless the smiles of heaven your fears controul, 
And dear domestic love your wounded hearts 
console ? 
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XXTI. 

You were not born for triflers : look around ! 
Behold the wanderers from remotest skies 
Who seek with reverent love this holy ground ! 
And must our sons a feeble race arise 
To mock our greatness? must we turn our eyes 
And ask the thoughtless crowd, in error bold. 
To be the guardians of our liberties ? 
No ! men alone by discipline controul'd — 
Men who the truth revere — our freedom must 
uphold. 

xxvii. 
Such were the " Puritans ;" and they who bore 
The flag of freedom o'er the Atlantic wave, 
The " Pilgrim Fathers ;" — ^names of scorn no more, 
But hail'd with reverence by the wise and brave ! 
They live, and shall for ever live : the grave 
Has not destroyed the mighty energy — 
The high and holy principles they gave 
In words most eloquent : — Oh may I try 
To vindicate their fame, their truth and purity ! 
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XXVIII. 

Sweet in the eveniiig hour the stranger's path 
On Severn's border ! Nature's loveliness 
Seems there unsullied, as though woe and death 
Had never trod upon her virgin dress. 
Ask there the bard, if heaven delights to bless ? 
For he will watch till the last ray is gone ; 
He feels all joy, and can all joy express : 
Oh ! in that silent hour his harp's wild tone 
Shall wake its sweetest strains to love and joy alone. 

XXIX. 

But there was one within her lonely bower, 
Who tum'd heart-broken, as the parting ray 
Stream'd through the shades where in the evening 

hour 
She once in holy thought had lov'd to stray, 
Or converse sweet with him now far away 
Amidst the ranks of war ; — ^with tearful eye, 
As bending where her sleeping infant lay, 
Its smile, the smile of hope, represt her sigh : — 
Hope ever lends her guise to happy infancy. 
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XXX. 

Vain was the hope that sooth'd her anxious breast ! 
When first her husband in his solitude 
Heard the stem call of freedom, he repressed 
The tender prayers, by love so oft renewed. 
Urging his stay : say rather, as he viewed 
His sond^in infant beauty round his knee, 
Their eyes uprais'd to his, he there reneVd 
The father's holiest vow, that they should be — 
If heaven would bless the freeman's warfare — ^free ! 



XXXI. 

His was a martyr's zeal, — no wasting flame 
Enkindled by ambition's maddening breath ; 
And soon he prov'd, with many a holy name, 
His brave compeer in Freedom's conquering path, 
How dear, how sacred was her cause in death. 
Oh how unlike the hostile bands, array'd 
Profess'd for loyalty and ancient faith, 
Who in the silence of the twilight shade, 
His lov'd and lovely home in desolation laid ! 
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XXXII. 

But she whose arms her sleeping babe infold — 
No wild alarm her gentle voice expressed ; 
A Mother^s love alone her fears contronl'd. 
Amidst the hostile troops that round her press'd ; 
For they were men once nurtured on the breast, 
Once on their Mother's bosom's fondly borne : 
But when the demon has the soul possess'd, 
Nature will plead in vain with shouts of scorn ; — 
Soon from his Mother's arms her blooming boy was 
torn. 

XXXIII. 

Swift is the work of ruin. What the toil 
Of long and happy years had lov'd to store. 
Sunk in the flames, or was the soldier^s spoil ; 
And all again was still on Sevem*s shore 
When mom returned ; — all joyous as before ! 
Upon the trees the feathered minstrels sing ; 
But silent was that desolated door : 
No fairy forms their early offerings bring, 
Or join with artless glee the woodland carolling. 



18 LEGEND OF THE PUBITANS. 

ZZXIY. 

And silent, in the clear bright eye of day, 
The cheerful voice of Industry, who plied 
Her task, and pour'd the legendary lay, 
Or rais'd the hymn of praise. At evening tide 
Around their ruin'd home the children glide. 
Clasping each other's hands with cautious tread ; 
Or in their Mother's bosom sought to hide 
Theirstreaming tears: their Mother — ohiwithdread 
All from her Jslood-stain'd breast with looks of 
horror fled. 

XXXV. 

If I must suffer, may I weep alone ! 
The garrulous and hollow sympathy 
With which the world conceals its heart of stone. 
Oh may I never hear I Sooner to thee 
I'll turn my aching heart, stem Poverty ! 
Nurst m the tempest, yet thy soul is kind : 
Oft in mine anguish hast thou succour'd me ; 
For thou art skill'd the wounds of life to bind, 
Though train'd to bear thy lot with firm untroubled 
mind. 
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XZXTI. 

When others from the scene of danger fled. 
Their faithful nurse, in love's undaunted might, 
Press'd through these men of hlood, and safely led 
Her infant charge, though wounded in her flight ; 
Soothing their terrors, as the fatal light 
Gleam'd from their ruin'd home in ashes laid, 
Till silence reign'd ; then in the darksome night. 
Meet for such work of woe, she weeping made 
The murder'd infant's bed beneath the garden's 
shade. 

XXXVII. 

And where should fond affection make the grave, 

So soon forgot, of spotless infancy. 

But where the flowers its mother dress'd might wave, 

And on its spotless bosom droop and die ? 

But unregarding, with averted eye, 

Its wretched parent pass'd, and vacant air ; 

Her bosom heav'd no soft maternal sigh. 

No tear bedew'd her pallid cheek, nor prayer 

Chas'd from her gloomy brow the darkness of 

despair. 

c 2 
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xxzrni. 
She on whose joyons smile fond lore had hung. 
Whose soothii^ words the wretched had consord. 
She heard unmoved from each dear snfiPerer^s tongue 
The varied tale of woe, so often told : 
Her beaming eye was pitiless and cold ; 
Yet seem'd its fearful glances to explore 
Each well-known haunt, as hoping to behold 
The lov'd, the honoured, she must see no more. 
Oh can the silent grave our loves and joys restore t 

XXXIZ. 

With restless step and fix'd despairing gaze, 

Vainly she seem'd to seek a place of rest, 

Within that home, where in forgotten days 

She, like the dove, had fix'd her downy nest : 

For still the demon whispered in her breast, 

" On this dark world, in every form of ill. 

Evil, unconquer^d evil, has impress'd 

Its fearful hand, and rules it by its will :^' — 

Yet to this mental storm did Mercy say, " Be still." 
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XL. 

Though bom to share a heritage of woe, 
I would not bid the youthful heart restrain 
With cautious skill the sympaihetie glow. 
To save the bosom from the sense of pain : 
Nor would I crush the passion^^ nor enchain 
The ardent mind in sel&h slavery ; 
Rather I would the immortal spirit train 
To know its weakness, and to look on high 
For power to guide their force and curb their 
tyranny. 

zu. 

But in the conflict should the spirit bend. 
Not always clouded are these lower skies ; 
Not always tempests rave nor rains descend ; 
Heaven still shall smile, and softer gales arise, 
To wake again the slumbering energies, 
With power that torpid spirits never know. 
And, oh ! how glorious are their victories. 
Who bravely wrestling with the storms of woe. 
Above the slaves of earth, to godlike stature grow ! 
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XLn. 

Her children in each others' arms were sleeping. 

For light the cares of thoughtless chfldhood lie ; 

Their nurse with patient love her watch was keeping. 

And gently sang her evening lullaby ; 

The Mother, who had pass'd with vacant eye, 

Wept as the voice upon her wanderings stole ; 

The well-known tones of that low melody, 

Awoke the dormant feelings of her soul, 

And on her sleeping babes the tears of anguish roll. 



XLIII. 

Long had the friendless orphans ceas'd to hear 
That tender voice, which soothes all woes to peace ; 
Long in her restless eye, and brow severe, 
A Mother's fondness had they ceas'd to trace : 
But softer tears stole down her pallid face; 
And smiles succeeded to the bursting sigh, 
And to the prayer that heaven at length would chase 
The phantoms that pursued her sleepless eye. 
And hush in deep repose her soul's dire agony. 
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XLIV. 

And soon the voice of mercy burst the spell, 
That held her spirit captive ; unsubdued 
' It rose again where it had lov^d to dwell, — 
Within HIS smile, the Perfect, Fair, and Good : 
His smile the joy of youth again renew'd. 
It sooth'd her mind to meek submission's tone ; 
Submission calm'd the tempest ; now she viewed 
The truth and love that guard the eternal throne ; 
Bright on her tranquil mind, the rainbow glories 
shone. 



Around her infant's grave her arm she twin'd, 
And nature worn with sorrow sank to rest : 
Still seem'd its voice to whisper in the wind ; 
Still on her check its cherub hand was press'd. 
Yes there might watch the spirits of the blest. 
And hail a sight to heavenly spirits dear ; 
The patient faith that arm'd thy humbled breast, 
The soft maternal unrepining tear : — 
Sleep, Mother ! sleep in peace ! for heaven itself is 
here. 
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XLYI. 

YeSy sleep in peace ! for happiest dreams delight 
Unearthly minds — ^by sorrow purified — 
Spirits elect: before their mental sight, 
What radiant forms in holy visions glide ! 
The idle world this solace may deride ! 
But whilst I bow to sorrow's stem controni, 
Whene'er the veil of sense is drawn aside, 
In softest slumbers may my wearied soul, 
Stray on those blissful plains, where living waters 
roU. 

SONG. 

No anxious care attending, 

For thee a couch has spread; 
No eye of love is bending. 

To guard thy lowly bed ; 
The moon's cold light is shining. 

The chilling night dews weep ; 
Yet here in peace reclining. 

Sleep, wearied Spirit, sleep ! 
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The Warrior is reposing 

Upon the tented field ; 
And death's dark gates unclosing 

Each monmfiil shade shall yield i 
On him they frown in sorrow, 

But in thy guiltless dream 
What blissM shapes they borrow ! 

How brightly round thee beam ! 

Beats not thy heart with pleasare. 

Glows not thy dreaming eye, 
When each lamented treasure 

In beauty passes by ? 
Those forms to life awaking, 

Long hidden in the grave, 
Which when thy heart was breaking. 

Thou wouldst have died to save. 

No clouds of woe defiling. 

The landscape rises gay. 
Bright as it once was smiling 

In years long pass'd away ; 
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The flowers are round thee springing, 
Thy youthful hands had drest; 

The perfum'd gale is flinging 
Its odours on thy breast. 

But hear not, hush'd and sleeping, 

The cruel north wind's breath, 
Cold o'er thy bosom sweeping, 

Wild messenger of death ! 
Oh ! by its fury blighted. 

On stately Severn's shore> 
Upon her banks delighted, 

Thy feet shall stray no more ! 

XLVII. 

Where Wor'ster rises midst her woodlands gay. 
Fair as the home of some imperial bride, 
There pass'd the pleasant hours of youth away, 
On Severn's borders. Nature's " garden pride ;" 
There first the echoes to her song replied, — 
Her song which artless rose in nature's praise ; 
And there her evening hours would sweetly glide, 
Listening with thrilling awe and raptured gaze, 
To one who gravely told the tales of other days. 
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XLVIII. 

And she had seen upon those holy towers 
The banner floating, and the princely wave 
Roily dyed with blood, amidst contending powers — 
Though brothers born — the freeman and the slave. 
But now the voice of war had ceas'd to rave, 
And peace returned with healing in her wing ; 
Yet not to wake the slumberers from their grave. 
To heal the wounds of memory, nor to bring 
Health to the faded form, nor breathe a second 
spring. 

XLIX. 

Some spirits wither in the tempest's breath ; 
But there are minds repellent of decay, 
Which linger to endure a living death, 
And mark by added woes each added day. 
Thus pafis'd the weary years of life away : 
In vain the voice of joy her bosom woo'd ; 
Alike the smile of spring, the summer ray ; 
She felt them not within her solitude : 
Yet was the lofty mind unconquer'd, unsubdued* 
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L. 

Weep not for those whose untried hearts are torn 
From this Tain world, ere it is lov'd too well ; 
Whose sun goes down in youth's resplendent mom. 
To rise where storms and darkness never dwell : 
But weep for one whose heart had learnt to swell 
With social love, and still could fondly cling 
To life's best joys, — ^the cheerful sabbath bell. 
The joys of friendship ; and could feel the sting 
Of words that scom'd her &te — "A vile and 
worthless thing!" 

u. 
But winter reigns, and all around is death : 
Oh then let sorrow cast her veil aside, 
Nor fear the scornful eye, the mocking breath 
Of joy and health, rejoicing in their pride ! 
The friendly glooms, the thickening storms shall 

hide. 
The homeward gaze that loves to dwell on high. 
The song frcHU earthly passions purified. 
The faith that lives when dearest comforts die, 
E'en in the loss of all can count its victory. 
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LII. 

Is then the road to bliss so hard to tread, — 
A Martyr^s pain for heaven's eternal prize ? 
Oh if the heart, the feeling heart, were dead, 
Sad were the home where hopeless sickness lies ! 
The sun might eet, the balmy morning rise. 
But health retam'd not to her lonely room; 
Yet there a Mother's love each joy supplies. 
A Mother's love ! Oh far be woe and gloom 
From where amotion dwells, and breathes her sweet 
perftime ! 

LIII. 

Nurs'd on the lap of nature she had caught 
The light divine, the love of sacred song : 
In solitude, this fir'd the glowing thought; 
And with the young, again her heart was young 
How happy, whilst around her children hung, 
Their minds expanding to that holy ray 
Whose radiance could the charm of life prolong. 
Preserve the suffering heart from slow decay. 
And in the shade of death its beauteous light display ! 
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LXV. 

Dear as the earliest beam, this cheer'd her eye 
Which long had watch'd the taper, glimmering pale : 
This gave her buoyant spirit power to fly, 
Far from the moanings of the midnight gale, 
To brightest day ; where over hill and dale 
Spiritual creatures, ever fair and young, 
Join with the guests of Eden's holy vale. 
To hymn the rising mom, or all night long 
Watch, and yet watching raise to heaven the choral 
song. 

LV. 

But when the summer's sun with fervid beam 
Oppress the heart, transported by his lay 
Who tun'd his harp by Mulla's silver stream, 
In fairy land she pass'd the sultry day : 
In vallies green, the soft cool breezes play, 
And brightly gleaming through the woodland shade 
Knights of high port and beauteous damsels stray. 
Ah, minstrel sweet ! the fever's throb was staid, 
Whilst at thy honour'd feet her aching head was laid. 
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LVI. 

'Tis said that where Chaldea's daughter rais'd 

Her terraced gardens, where her monarch stood 

With basest self idolatry, and gaz'd 

Upon his greatness, midst a world subdued, — 

That where his proudest palaces were streVd 

In desolation, by the Almighty's wrath, — 

That midst this waste and trackless solitude, 

Unvisited but by the tempest's breath, 

One lonely tree survives — ^life in the land of death. 



LVII. 

And to this relic men will bow the knee, — 

Sages from ev'ry land and ev'ry clime ; 

But never shall my heart's idolatry 

Be paid to empire, built on woe and crime : 

But should some voice, which once arose sublime, 

From patriot lips, upon my spirit steal, — 

Some lay remote, borne down the stream of time. 

Which taught mankind the bliss of life to feel, — 

Oh to that holy voice, I would with reverence kneel ! 
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LVIII. 

Empires have passed, and each illustrious name, 
Mix'd with the ynlgar throng, must soon expire ; 
But is the bard forgot whose breath is &me, 
Whose lips are hallow'd by celestial fire ? 
Through ages yet to come is heard his lyre : 
Oh best beloVd ! — ^when life's dark tempests roll. 
His magic voice can bid the storm retire, 
While in the sunshine of the cloudless soul 
Visions of brighter worlds attend on his controul. 

LIX. 

" Who,*' asks the wanderer from remotest lands 
To Egypt — ^home of mystery and dread, 
^' Who were the men that rais'd with giant hands 
Those structures, midst the nations of the dead?" 
The deserf s sands upon their names are spread ; 
The desert's sands shall hide these wondrous piles ; 
But still eternal summer crowns his head — 
Eternal youth upon his memory smiles — 
Who woke his deathless harp amidst the Ionian 
Isles. 
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LX. 

But there is holier ground. The Mount of God 

Amidst the wreck of nations, stands sublime : 

Death never press'd upon its living sod. 

Nor sorrow breath'd within its holy clime. 

If sweet their songs who midst the shades of time 

Catch from the fount of light some living rays, 

How blest is theirs, who, in immortal prime, 

Upon the Throne of God for ever gaze. 

And pour on Zion's Hill the deep full tide of praise 



LXI. 

Immortal life their blended voices sing, 

Grace deep and boundless as the Eternal Mind ; 

In heaven's delightful harmony they bring 

Their ministry of love to human kind : — 

Rapt by these blissful strains, in peace reclin'd. 

The gales of Eden sooth'd her aching breast ; 

Here was the weariness of life resign'd, 

When far above the clouds which round her press'd 

Her faith triumphant soar'd to heaven's eternal rest. 

D 
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LXII. 

Those blissfiil shades no lurking fiends inclose. 
No hidden snares for guileless infancy ; 
Here might a Mother's anxious heart repose ; 
Here view her children with exultii^ eye. 
The flame is kindled which shall never die ! 
The meek devotion of the cherub face. 
Lisping the songs of immortality^ 
The cares of time shall deepen, not efface, 
Till to perfection brought by heaven's triumphant 
grace. 

LXIII. 

Yet there were hours, these pleasures, though refin'd 
From earthly dross, could not dispel the gloom 
That hung with darkest shade upon her mind, 
Tir'd of contending with its heavy doom ; 
When friendship could not cheer nor truth illume 
The weary hours that linger'd in their flight : 
Then as the moonbeams in her shrouded room 
Would softly steal, so with reflected light 
The smile of memory beam'd upon that mental night. 
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LXIV. 

With silent tread, the firiends of other years 

Retam*d again to bless her solitude : 

Not as when toiling in this vale of tears 

Their days of woe were passed, bnt all endued 

With life and joy : her fainting heart they woo'd 

To drop the burthen of mortality. 

And share the joys of their beatitude. 

Thus to the guiltless heart can heaven supply 

Peace by the fleeting dreams of Hope and Memory. 

LXV. 

And often at the quiet close of day 
The harp of memory, in her chamber laid. 
Responded to the winds : its varied lay 
Sang of the sunny meads, the woodland shade, 
Of nature, in her richest pomp arra/d 
Upon her native hills, beloVd so well. 
Joyous in youth and health again she strayed, 
All happy thoughts awaken'd by the spell 
Of those sweet soimds, which rose with rich 
harmonious swell. 

d2 
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LXYI. 

Yes, only to the prisoner's heart is known 

How dear the voice of Nature ; the soft breath 

Of whispering winds at evening ; e'en the tone 

Of the loud tempest in its midnight wrath : 

Then the freed spirit rises in its path, 

Up to heaven's gate, and with victorious wing, 

Scorning its prison house of woe and death, 

Rejoices, as the blasts around it bring 

Strains never heard before which angel voices sing. 

SONG OF A SPIRIT. 
Awake ! awake ! the hour is come 

When saints their vigils keep ; 
And spirits from their distant home 

Watch while their lov'd ones sleep : 
The busy fiends that rule the day 

Our sacred presence fear; 
The midnight blasts our spells obey, 

No earthly sounds are here ; 
Then listen to these holy lays, 
Thy wating Spirit's hymn of praise. 
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Free as the shades that round thee throng, 

Thy spirit now is free ; 
Nor need we power of voice, nor song. 

To wake thy sympathy : 
The rapid thought, the sparkling eye. 

The blissful consciousness, 
The hopes that brighter worlds descry, 

A higher power confess. 
Oh privilege to sorrow given. 
Lost to the world to dwell with heaven ! 



And dearer than the seraph's strain. 

This soft and lowly lay, 
Which comes to soothe thy hours of pain, 

And chase thy tears away ! 
Yes, thou art chang'd ! and am not I 

Freed from the touch of death ? 
light as the moonbeam can I fly. 

Across my trackless path ; 
And nightly will I sing to thee, 
The song of immortality. 
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Oh oould I place ihee by my side 

Far from these scfineB of n^ht. 
Together would we swiftly gUde, 

Nor would we check our flight 
Until the gales of heaven should bring 

Our airy bark to rest 
In regions of eternal spring. 

The dwellings of the blest; — 
Sweet isles embosom'd in die deep. 
Where saints their endless sabbaths keep. 

Or wilt thou with the comet fly 

Where brighter suns are burning. 
Drinking their light with unquench'd eye, 

With unflagg^d wing returning ; 
Oh start not ! to the Spirif s flight 

Dull is the whirlwind's force ; 
Nor fear escaping from his sight 

Whose love shall guide thy course ; 
In highest heaven, in depths profound. 
Circling his radiant throne around. 
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There is thy centre :— couldst thou dwell 

Bj Eden's living streams. 
Or every rolling planet tell 

That o'er thee sheds its heams, 
Yet would thy raptur'd spirit find 

A higher bliss was given, 
In converse with the Eternal Mind, 

Whose smile alone is heaven. 
Wilt thou not die these joys to see ? 
Art thou afraid to come with me ? 



LXVII. 

Tir'd with the daily cares that life annoy, 
Too oft, with vain regret, remembrance strays 
To youth's bright hours, — ^youth rich in varied joy, 
When nature touch'd the heart, and blest the gaze : 
But when the trembling hand of age arrays 
All outward beauty in the shades of night. 
Or sorrow sinks the heart, then rather raise 
Thy spirit strengthen'd by celestial might, 
To seek his blissful smile, who dwells in cloudless 
light. 
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LXVIU. 

Oh ! would the wretched who have felt the sting 
Of earthly joys, which promised happiness — 
How falsely promis'd ! — ^with unfettered wing 
Would they thus upward soar, it would repress 
The Bcom of life, the hate, the bitterness 
Of disappointed hope ; then far above 
The terrors of this darksome wilderness. 
Above the clouds which on their path may move, 
Their wearied hearts would rest in harmony and love. 



LXIX. 

So he whose ardent breast the Muse hath fir'd, 
With strong affection seeks insatiate, 
In Nature's deepest solitude retir'd, 
Her glorious forms of beauty uncreate : 
He flies the world, but not with scorn and hate ; — 
Gentle that glowing heart, which loves to roam 
Where loftiest thoughts arise, to view elate 
The swelling column, or the lofty dome ; 
Where grace and grandeur dwell, there is the poet's 
home ; — 
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LXX. 

And from the midnight revel will he break, 
To haunt the Muse's consecrated bower. 
And bid the harps of other times awake 
Till on his soul descends their sacred power : 
His spirit mingles in that solemn hour 
With minds — ^inmiortal minds — ^that round him rise : 
He feels their mighty genius is his dower : 
Grace, Majesty, and Truth, are now his prize. 
And soon his harp shall wake the song that never dies. 

LXXI. 

Thus has the Bard been form'd : and thus the mind 
Whose powers, whose glorious hopes, all thought 

excel, 
Must form its greatness ; and, for Grod designed, 
Must firmly break this world's degrading spell, 
And with the sons of light in spirit dwell. — 
Thus sang the Sufferer — " Linger by my side. 
And may my voice with yours in praises swell, 
Ministering Spirits ! till in mind allied, 
I join the Church above, Christ's bright unspotted 

Bride. 
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LXXII. 

*< Earth is the prison, not the home, of those 
Who hate the idols of the vulgar throi^ ; 
Nor were they bom on earth to find repose. 
Who find their triumph in reproach and wrong : 
Yet has thy veil, Almighty Love ! been hung 
Around thy children, cast on evil days ; 
Thy sacred veil of sorrow, where the song 
Earth cannot learn, in solitude they raise : — 
How dear to thee that song — ^the sufferer's h3rmn 
of praise. 

IiXXIII. 

^* And when tht voice is heard, the mental powers 

Awake to life : by discipline severe 

But train'd to strength. Imagination towers 

Above the sorrows of this lower sphere, 

And draws her hues from heaven : thy servant here, 

She scorns the fading tints that earth supplies ; — 

False as a dream, those colours disappear. 

When, richly woven with immortal dyes. 

Her scenes of peace and joy a new creation rise. 
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LXXIV. 

^^ Rejoicing, as it bless'd the prophet's eye, 

This earthly desert blossoms as the rose ; 

And rising with the rising destiny 

Of human kind, the heart forgets its woes ; 

Or brighter still, the cloudless landscape glows : 

The prints of death, the shades of time are gone ; 

Eternal ages now their scenes disclose, 

As once to him who saw unveiFd thy throne. 

And clos'd the line of Seers, — their race of glory run. 



LXXV. 

^* Imagination, once a name of dread. 
Is inspiration kindled by thy light. 
Or Angel visitant, whose smile is shed 
Most richly when unseen by mortal sight, 
My joy in solitude, for earth too bright, 
Leading me nightly up that sacred steep. 
Where Faith triumphant walks with Christ in white, 
And those I lov'd their endless sabbaths keep. 
Or sings her song of peace when all around me 
sleep !'* 
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STANZAS WRITTEN IN 1795. 



EVENING. 

Last hour of eve ! thy silent steps I greet, 
Wet with the moisture of the dewy sod ; 

Devotion's self thy calm approach shall greet ; 
In nature's silence speaks the voice of God. 

Yes, thee I greet, as stealing from the throng 
I linger oft where Silence marks thy reign ; 

And as she spreads her m£^c charm along, 
Touches, with finger light, the breast of pain. 



46 EVENING. 

Yes, thee I greet ! for passion's throb is still. 
And reason whispers in the softened mind ; 

Hush'd is each wayward impulse of the will ; 
Each thought is holy, and each wish resign'd. 

Yes, thee I greet ! for as thy fading form 
Sinks slowly on the bosom of the west, 

Hope gently whispers — " After life's rude storm, 
So shall thy evening hours with peace be blest." 
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STANZAS 

COMPOSED IN THE IMMEDIATE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 
1811. 



I. 

Sweet slumbers my babe on the breast of a stranger, 
And silent and soft pass the shadows of night ; 
No slumbers refresh me^ but visions of danger 
Distract my torn bosom with wildest af&ight : 
In vain turns my eye to the beam of the morning ; 
In vain to my bosom its breath is returning ; 
It calms not the fever, its rage is still burning. 
And each breeze seems to whisper — " Farewell to 
delight/' 



48 IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 
II. 

Oh when shall this straggle of nature be ended ! 
Mj Mother— oh when shall I slumber with thee ! 
Thy love with the joys of my childhood was blended ; 
Now smile on my pillow and tell me I'm free. 
To the bosom of mercy my spirit is flying ; 
Then welcome, thrice welcome, the langours of dying, 
Since firmly my soul on his truth is relying, 
Whose smUe in the darkness unclouded I see. 

III. 
Farewell to the world and its shadowy pleasures ! 
But oh I from my children 'tis cruel to part : 
Where now shall you shelter, my heart's dearest 

treasures ! 
Can death's icy hand chill a mother's warm heart ? 
Still dear to my soul, though my heart-strings are 

rending. 
Yet still on the promise of mercy depending. 
Faith and hope on the sorrows of nature are blending. 
And bare my calm bosom to death's pointed dart. 
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MY EDWARD! 

ON THE StTDDBN DEATH OF AN INFANT EIGHT 
MONTHS OLD. 

1811 

In vain the artist's skill may try 

To paint with tints that ne'er shall die, 

For soon the fading colours fly, 

My Edward! 

But where by fondest love imprest 
Thy image lives within my breast, 
It there shall ever, ever rest. 

My Edward ! 

The hand of time shall deeper trace 

The chemb features of thy face. 

Each playful smile, each opening grace, 

My Edward ! 



50 MY BDWABD. 

Bright was thy moming's opening raj. 
And still maternal love would say 
That passing sweet wonld be thy day, 

My Edward! 

But while I hail'd thy morning Uoom, 
Thy sun was set in deepest gloom; — 
I saw thee cradled in the tomb, 

My Edward ! 

Why should my selfish sorrows flow ? 
Thy dying smile forbids my woe — 
Smile such as new-bom spirits know — 

My Edward ! 

And shall I shed the mournful tear, 
When I can lay thee on the bier, 
And say my all is not laid here, 

My Edward? 

Faith lifts above my steadfast eye ; 
I see thee bom no more to die ; 
And while I praise, forget to sigh, 

My Edward ! 
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LINES 

ADBBBSSBD TO MY YOUNGEST SISTEK. 
1813. 

Where Devon*B peaceiiil rivers stray, 
May health attend my Sister's way ; 
And may the gales which fan its shore. 
The latent spark of Ufe restore ; 
Thy cheek, with brighter tincture dye, 
With brighter lustre fire thine eye ; 
Soft glide thy days from sorrow free ; — 
Yet, O my Sister, think of me ! 

For me, the changing seasons bring 
No hope of health's returning spring : 
Long tenant of my lonely room, 
Mine is aflUction's deepest gloom, 
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The painful day, the watchful night. 
The glimmering taper's sickly light, 
The hours from social comfort free; — 
Then, O my Sister, think of me ! 

Yet I have kno\im life's joyous day. 
And felt its blissful pulses play ; 
On nature's bosom, free and wild. 
The pleasant hours of youth beguil'd ; 
Have breath'd the morning's odour'd gale, 
And linger'd in the twilight vale : 
These blissful hours no more I see ; — 
Then, O my Sister, think on me ! 

Yes, I have wip'd affection's tear ; 
Have hail'd the hour to friendship dear ; 
Have listen'd to the sage's theme. 
And drunk the poef s raptur'd dream ; 
Have felt the purer joys that rise. 
From sacred converse with the skies : 
The days of other times I see ! 
Then, O my Sister, think of me ! 



LINES TO MT SISTER. 53 

Long have I known a mother's name j 
Hope nure'd the pure maternal flame ; 
Have watch'd with fond affection's eje, 
Beside the couch of infancy : 
Now, when each anxious look T cast, 
My spirit whispers, " 'Tis the last :" 
A mother's joys no more I see ; — 
Then, O my sister, think of me ! 

Yes ! all the hopes of life are o'er ; 
This pulse must heat with hliss no more : 
Faint and more faint each sickly ray, 
Till darkness veils my wintry day : 
When on my grave my children weep, 
And mourn their mother's long last sleep, 
Then, when their kindred forms you see, 
Then, O my sister, think of me ! 
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WINTER. 

1818. 

Thou art returning, Winter ! I feel thy chilling 

breath ; 
In every land a spoiler, thine is the print of death : 
Yet while thy winds are ringing Creation's funeral 

knell. 
Amidst their mournful music one lonely harp shall 

swell. 

Within my silent chamber thy moaning voice I hear, 
And soothing to my spirit is thy mantle dull and 

drear; 
For the joyous days of Summer were all too bright 

for me ; 
I have no healthy pulses for joy and revelry. 



WINTKB. 66 

Yes ! I would lay my head down upon thy icy breast, 
An image of the land where the weary are at rest ; 
And I would caU around me thy shades of deepest 

gloom; — 
They will not mock the mourner within her living 

tomb. 



Yet is my tomb illumin'd by many a holy ray; 
For in the darkest midnight is sorrow's brightest 

day: 
When shrouded in its silence the cares of earth 

repose, 
Bright on the halloVd bosom the beam of mercy 

glows. 

And holy are the visions that hover round my bed ; 
And dear those well-known voices that whisper 

from the dead ; 
What is this earthly prison, this bed of pain to me ! 
Free as the shades around me, my spirit now is free. 



66 WINTER, 

O Winter, stem and gloomy ! thy icy breath can 

bind 
The living pulse of Nature, but not the immortal 

Mind: 
Or in the world of Spirits, or in my prison cell, 
Free as the winds of Heaven, my lonely harp shall 

swell! 
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SUMMER. 
1820. 

'Twas once when the fierce Summer sun was 
declining, 

A Captiye thus uttered her sorrowed strain, — 
The song of her sorrow, but not of repining. 

To ease the torn bosom, but not to complain : — 

*^ My sun has gone down while its noon-day was 



I live, but the joy of existence is o'er ; 
The evening's bright ray on my pillow is streaming, 
But nature all lovely shall bless me no more. 

<' Then dearer to me are the shadows soft falling ; 

More welcome to me is the darkness and gloom ; 
Nor yeft were the shades and the darkness appalling, 

If round me were closing the night of the tomb 



58 SUMMBB. 

''That night may be gloomy, but hail to the 
morning ! 

To slumber no more, shall I wake with its ray ; 
But free as the sunbeam the mountain adorning, 

Shall bask in the splendour and glory of day. 

^' Again to the scenes of my childhood returning ; 

Or far o'er the mountains and ocean, Fll roam, 
To lands where new suns in their circles are burning ; 

All nature my portion, creation my home. 

'' No longer the soft falling shadows imploring, 
m follow the sun as he sets in the west. 

Or stay, at the gates of the evening adoring, 
Whilst nature reposes in silence and rest. 

" His praises, which once with my sorrows were 
blended, 

With the song of the seraph in triumph shall swell ; 
The days of my mourning for ever are ended ; 

O walls of my prison, for ever farewell !'' 



GREECE. 

Greece ! Though a stranger to thy distant shores, 
I love thy tuneful streams, thy hallowed steeps : 

Yes ! as my soul its native land adores, 

I love the sacred ground where genius sleeps : 

For I was bom in freedom ; I have caught 
From noblest minds thy scorn of tyranny ; 

All that thy sages vision'd, they have wrought ; — 
Should not the child of freedom pray for thee ? 

I am a mother, and my sons are dear — 
Oh ! dearer far than all I hold in life ! 

Yet would I wipe the fond maternal tear, 
Could they but mingle in thy dread&l strife. 



60 GREECE. 

That may not be ! As yet their azure eyes 
Look but with infant wonder at thy story ; 

Forming with happy toil their destinies. 
From the bright picture of thy deathless glory. 

Greece ! from thy radiant lamp our northern night 
Received its splendour : oh ! if, brave and free, 

Our sons are nurtured by its sacred light. 
Should not a British Mother pray for thee ? 
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SONNET 

ON THE SCRIPTURES* 
1824. 

I cannot) when my heart is torn with grief. 

Fly to tlie lonely walk, the silent grove, — 

The scenes that gave my youthful heart relief, 

And sooth'd my restless mind to peace and love ;- 

This is denied me : but the mind can move 

Free from its mortal fetters; and I sing, 

As glad round Zion's sacred hill I rove. 

The hymns of triumph of her Shepherd King ; 

Or, borne aloft on rapt Isaiah's wing, 

Gaze on the visions of futurity, 

And hail the countless multitudes who bring 

Their homage to the Incarnate Deity ; — 

More than the Prophet favoured, at his feet 

The tears are wip'd, captivity is sweet. 
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EVENING. 

, Once, young and gay, I haiFd the Spring j 
But sickness dreads the fervid day. 
Faints till the evening shadows bring 
A cooler hour, a milder ray. 

Now let me breathe the vital air, 
And feel again 'tis life to live ; 

Has gaudy day an hour so fair, 
Or youth such tender bliss to give ? 

And sweet this glimpse of Nature's face, 
Drest in the light to sickness dear ; 

'Tis heavenly, — all its smiles of peace ! 
The world has left no traces here. 



EVBNIKG. 63 

Each coarser shade in night concealed, 

The scenes of Eden round me lie. 
By Angel hands alone reveal'd, 

To soothe affection's wearied eye. 



Those forms are more than moonbeams bright,- 
Soft cherub forms that round me glide ; 

My children press upon my sight. 
My children whisper by my side : — 



" Our Mother ! Once thy fondest care, 
We slept unconscious on thy breast; 

But now a higher love we share, 
A safer, an eternal rest. 



^^ And think not Fancy forms the strain : 
When round the evening breezes swell, 

^Tis, sweet to soothe thy hours of pain. 
Thy children sweep the airy swell. 



64 EVENING. 

" Around thy bed our watch we keep 5 
The restless fever's rage allay ; 

And whisper in thy morning sleep, 
Those dreams which steal thy soul away 

" Then cease for ns the ftowii^ tear ; 

No grief our blissful spirits know 5 
In every place our Heaven we bear, — 

'Tis Heaven to soothe our Mother's woe." 

And now the evening curfew rings, 
The shadowy forms no more I see ; 

Yet still each passing cherub sings, 
" O Mother, weep no more for me !" 



65 



SONNETS, 

WRITTBN AFTER THE DEATH OF A.F. 
1826. 
I. 

Could I anticipate thy early doom? 

Thy look was life ! Again my heart was young, 
When I beheld thy bright and opening bloom, 
Thy smile the sunshine of my lonely room, 

And heard thy cheerfdl voice, more sweet than 
song; 
life, intellectual life, beam'd in thine eye, 

From which thy rich dark hair profusely hung : — 
Oh ! could I think such loyeliness could die ? — 
The wintry wind has pass'd, and thou art gone ! 

I shall no more my heart's delight behold : 
In still submission I may linger on, 

But joy is fled : thy mother now is old. 
And soon — my loveliest, best beloved one ! 

Soon shall one grave our kindred hearts infold. 

F 



66 SONNETS. 



II. 

Long, long a wreck on life's dark ocean driven. 

Regardless of my own sad destiny. 
To one fair bark my tenderest thoughts were given. 

Fearing each gale that pass'd her rudely by : 
And long I hop'd, when parted from my side, 

The spell dissolv'd which bound her fate to mine, 
In graceful nuyesty she still would glidq, 

On seas more calm, where brighter suns would 
shine. 

But in a moment, sunk beneath the wave, 
Sunk when the winds were hush'd in deepest 
sleep, 

My joy is gone ! But shall I idly r^tve? 
She calmly sleeps where no wild tempests sweep : 

And soon shall I their fury cease to brave, 
And sleep in peace beside her in the deep! 



SONNETS. 67 



III. 

When borne away so gently in thy sleep. 

By Him who sooth'd thy pains, and shar'd thy 
woe, 

Didst not thou drop snch tears as angels weep, 
For all the grief thy mother's heart must know? 

My blessed one! Thy tears were wip*d away, 

Wip'd by that hand, which, with almighty 
power, 
Holds of the world unseen alone the key : 

On thee the shades of earth no more can loVr, 
For Ood himself is thine eternal day ; 

And righteous are his ways ! He chose the hour 
To bear thee to the blest society 

Of spotless minds who in their glory move, 
To drink the fount of immortality : — 

And I will praise his name! His name is Love ! 



68 SONNETS. 



IV. 

I cannot think of thee, my happy child I 
With those who circling the eternal throne 

Raise their triumphant songs; — ^too calm and mild 
For such high joys, thy spirit seems alone, 

And with the sweetness that in anguish smil'd. 
Pouring its praise for life and glory won. 

Thy wish is gain'd ! Where living waters flow, 
And flowers which fade not breathe their sweet 
perfumes. 
Thy spirit rests, releas'd from pain and woe. 

'To Christ's unsufiering kingdom thou art come ! 
But hast thou in the passage of the tomb 

Forgot the love that fondly cherish'd thee ? 
Breathe not thy wishes to this world of gloom, — 
" Oh! were my mother's wearied spirit free !" 
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Afflicted, helpless, to my couch confin'd, 
I could not watch thee with a mother's eye, 
Support thy heart, nor catch thy latest sigh : 

Yet in this daily martyrdom, my mind — 

So rich the grace of God! — ^was freely join'd 
With those who round the throne of Deity 
Baise to his troth and love their ceaseless cry. 

There is no thraldom to a will resign'd ! 

Yet would I have my happy lot assign'd 
Where I might dwell again my child with thee ; 

And see thee bloom, safe from the blasts unkind 
Of this dark world ! Oh ! gladly would I be, 

Pure spirit ! from all mortal ills refin'd, 
Releas'd from pain and death, for ever free ! 
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SPRING. 
1826. 

The sun is bright, and the smUmg May 

Has woven her garlands fresh and gay ; 

But, my child ! thy flowers, thy cherish'd flowers. 

The guiltless joy of thine infant hours, 

Neglected and withered, are strewn in the path. 

For the hand that had nurs'd them is cold in death. 

I shall see thee no more in the early spring. 

Seeking my feverish couch, to bring 

The first-bom flowers to glad mine eye : 

I heeded them not, for thou wert by. 

Oh ! brief as bright was thy youthftd grace ; — 

The silent tomb is thy dwelling place ! 



SPRING. 71 

But I will not think of the dark cold grave : 
I will think of the garden of God, where wave, 
In the midst, the blossoms bright and fair 
Of the tree of life, in the balmy air : 
The fruit is thine, and the living stream 
That rolls along in the cloudless beam. 



And meet was thy pure and virgin prime 
To dwell in Heaven's untainted clime ; 
Meet for his smile, who deigned to say, 
" Arise my love and come away, 
" For the wintry storms are past and gone ;- 
" Arise to Heaven, my chosen one ! " 



" Rise from thy couch of pain and fear, 
" For the plaint of sickness comes not here ; 
'^ But gales of Eden, soft and bland, 
" Breathe sweetly o'er this happy land ; 
" And the turtle's voice of joy and love, 
" Is heard in thy blissful home above/' 



72 SPBINO. 

And soon, my child ! in that holy spring. 

Soon to thy mother may'st thou bring 

Thy flowers, the sweets of Paradise ; 

And m wreath thy hair with their living dyes, 

And rU bless thy bright and deathless bloom, 

Nor fear again the cold dark tomb. 
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STANZAS, 

TO THE MEMORY OF THE RIOHT HONOURABLE 
GEORGE CANNING. 

1827. 

And has thy sun gone down in night, 
When every clond that dimm'd its ray 

Had pass'd, and in reftdgent light 
It shone in glory's perfect day? 

Ah I moumfiil triumph rais'd so high, 

To burst in splendour and to die ! 

Thy country has inscribed thy name 
With reverence midst her honour'd dead : 

But thou hast gain'd a higher fame ; 
For thee a nation's tears are shed : 

Tes ! all the good, the wise, the free, 

In every land shall weep for thee. 
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Fram'd to the combat by their side 
Who fought with more than mortal powers. 

They mark'd thy gracefbl youth with pride ; 
For in those dark and stormy hours 

The peaceful muse jffopitioiifl snuTd 

On thee her highly &vour^d child. 



To every muse thy youth was dear. 
And well hast thou their gifts repaid : — 

When pauring in their dread career 
The nations moum'd their hopes betray'd, 

And Freedom martyr'd in the strife, — 

Thy magic voice restored her life. 

Wild faction fled before its tone ; 

With highest power we saw thee stand 
Beside the people and the throne, 

To teach the proud patrician band, 
Theirs is a loftier destiny 
Than rank or wealth can ever buy. 



OF CANNING. 76 

With mild but with resistless force 
That skilfiil hand no more shall guide ; 

No more direct the fearful course 
We trace exulting in our pride ; 

And who with equal strength may try 

To hold thy seat of majesty? 



But &r above the storms of time, 
Above the malice of thy foes. 

Thy name for ever stands sublime i 
As Tull/s god-like genius rose, 

A glorious light in Rome's decline ;- 

Yet shall a happier fate be thine. 



Abne the Roman Patriot stood ; 

Illustrious in the state's decay ; 
Thy country, free and unsubdued, 

Calls on her sons to trace thy way; 
like tliee to fix their purpose high, 
And for her welfare live and die. 
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HYMN OF PRAISE 

TO GOD THE REDEEMER. 

**And they sung a$ it were a new Seng hrfore the Tknme.** 
Bev. ziv. 3. 

Sing, Christian^ sing ! for you alone 
Possess the immortal powers of song; 
The Gh>d who bought you for his own, 
Inspires your heart, inspires your tongue : 
What though your pilgrim journey lies 
O'er desert mountains, rude and wild ! 
The song of loye which charms the skies. 
Has many a pilgrim's toil beguil'd. 

Then, Christian, sing ! for soon the shade. 
The dreary shade which wraps the dead. 
Shall on your bosom, lowly laid. 
Shall on your silent lips be spread : 



HYMN OF PRAISE. 77 

While pity moves the heaving breast, 
While yet the tender tear can flow. 
Oh sing the love that offers rest 
To man, the slave of guilt and woe ! 

Sing ! for these humble strains must cease, 
Lost in unutterable bliss, 
When, freed from sorrow, face to face 
You see the Saviour as he is : 
When life, immortal life, is won. 
The song of hope no more c&n rise; 
She breathes her last, her sweetest tone. 
Before the dawn of paradise. 

The voice of faith and hope must die ; 
And not to mortal ears is given 
The lofty hymn of victory. 
Unknown but to the sons of heaven : 
Yet have our pilgrim-lays the theme 
Which crowns their song of joy above ; 
In heaven and earth the Saviour's name 
Unites the eternal song of love. 
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HYMN. 

*^ THY KINGDOM COME.'^ 

Feb. 26, 1836. 

Thy kingdom come ! Thou Holy One and True t 
Ages long pass'd away have heard the cry 

Which we thy sufPering people still renew, 
With faith that triumphs o'er dnr misery. 

The unbelieving world deride our prayer j 
With sullen dread they wait their fearful doom : 

But we have learnt to triumph o'er dei^mr ; 
We know thy peaceful kingdom yet shall eome. 

For thou, O Lord, hast purg'd thy people's sight 
Above these darksome clouds ; by us alone 

Is seen, in regions of unclouded light, 
The rainbow circling thy eternal throne. 



HYMN. 79 

No night is there, where far above the skies 
Thy temple rises : there our prayers ascend. 

As incense round thy altar, where our sighs. 
Unheard on earth, with seraph voices blend. 

Thy kingdom come ! Thou Holy One and True ! 

For this, in stedfast faith, we raise our cry : 
Soon shall the Saviour all his foes subdue ;— ^ 

We hear the coming shout of victory! 



HYMN 

ON HBABIKO OF THB BAT1XB OF WATERLOO. 
1816. 

Our Father^s God ! to thee we raise 
The sacred song of joy and praise : 
Their hope was fix'd on thee alone^ 
And still their sons surround thy throne. 

Aroundy the storm of battle raves ; 
Its thunders roar along the waves : 
In vain its loudest thunders roar. 
Thy hand protects our fevour^d shore. 

Within our Island's peaceful bounds. 
The still small voice of mercy sounds ; 
Yet, not by rocks or waves confin'd. 
Her prophets call on all mankind. 
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Yet must each patriot bosom glow 
With tenderest grief for kmdred woe : 
Let not one British faeert complain, 
The voice of mercy sounds in vain. 

Our Country's hopes this day we place 
Beneath the footstool of thy grace : 
Her infant sons to thee we bear, 
Within the arms of fidth and prayer. 

So, when our feeble song of praise, 
Is lost in Heaven's triumphant lays, 
Their youthful zeal shall guard thy shrine, 
And Britain shall be ever thine. 



HYMN, 



AT TH£ PBBIOD OF GREAT NATIONAL DEPRBSdlOK^ 
THE YEAR AFTER THE PEACE. 



'^ At what instant I shaU 9/pefik concerning a Nation, and 
concerning a Kingdom, to pluck up, and to puU down, and to 
destroy it; \f that Nation against wliom I hoaoe profnonmced, 
twmfrom their evU, IwUl repent qf the evU that I thought 
to do unto themJ* Jer. zviii. 7, 8. 



To THEE, O Lord ! belongs our praise $ 
Thy hand the rod of empire sways j 
'Tis thine to set a nation high, 
Or bid its blasted honours die. 

Upheld by thee, our favour'd land 
Has streteh'd o'er earth her mighty hand ; 
Our commerce pour'd its wealth around, 
And science lov'd the sacred ground. 
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Queen of the Isles, elate with pride — 
Our haughty brow thy power defied : 
Thy smile withdrawn, we humbly own 
The power belongs to thee alone. 

Humbled,, abas'd, but not dbma/d, 
Thy people, Lord! implore thy aid : 
They ask, nor can they ask in vain, 
That God will still our cause maintain. 

Upheld by Thee — ^premely great ! 
Be this the bulwark of our state. 
That here the Saviour's power displays 
The glory of the latter days. 

We seek the riches from above, — 
His spirit, and his boundless love : 
But wealth, or wide extended sway, 
'Tis thine to give or take away, 



SONG 

6t AV ISBABimBH WOkAK. 

1824, 



'^ Yei I haoi Irft me Seven Thmmand in leraa, aU the 
kneetfMeh have not houjedimtoBaiO/' 1 Kings six. 18.* 



I dwell aloiie, in life's bright noon. 
As one long de&d;-^for every eye 

Turns from the sorrow, which too soon 
May be its own sad destmy. 

Here pass my hours in deepest woe, 
My country's altars overthrown i 

Here bitter t^^ ip9Deasing fiow, . 
For those who IsraeFs God disown. 

But sheltered from the sons of pride, 
Who, on the righteous, love to pour 

Their cruel hatred, I abide, 
And pass in peace the mournful hour. 

* Of the Seven Thousand, perhaps the greatest number 
were sick or infirm people, secluded fi!om the world, who had 
sought and found consolation in the true fiiith. 
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For Hs, who in his fiercest wrath 
Remembers mercy — he hath spread 

His cloud of sorrow o'er my path, 
To screen from scorn his handmaid's head. 

What, though in pain I pass the day, 
What, though I spend the watchful night, 

Yet, undisturb'd I raise the lay, 
To HIM who dwells on Sion's height. 

He hears, and will for ever hear. 
The contrite sigh, the captive's moan ; 

He wipes away the fidling tear. 
While here I dwell, unseen, alone. 

I sit as one that mourns the dead ; 

Amidst my kindred, wrapt in night; 
Yet has Jehovah rais'd my head, 

To hail firom &r his promis'd light. 

The star of Jacob, in these skies. 
When all my mourning days are o'er, 

Shall on his chosen people rise. 
On Israd rise, to sat no more. 



ON THE DEATH OF A LITTLE NEGRO. 



Thb Nobility of Portngal, when following their king to the 
Brazils, rendezrouaed for some days at Plymouth. A captain 
took lodgings at Plymouth, and had to attend him two 
little negro slaves, to whom he was in the habit of behaving 
in the most cruel manner, frequently stripping them, and 
scratching their backs, very severely, with the point of a 
penknife. The landlord, compassionating the poor boys, 
protected them from his brutality so long as they remained 
at his house. The fleet being ready to sail, the captain with 
his victims went on board; but at night the little negroes 
succeeded in making their escape to the shore, and hid 
themselves in a bam. Handbills were circulated, and large 
rewards offered for their apprehension; but nothing was 
heard of them until, one night, the landlord of the house 
where they formerly lodged, was surprised with a visit firom 
one of them, who presented himself before him, trembling, 
naked, and nearly fiunished. He administered to their 
wants, and bade them continue in their hiding place. A 
man going into the bam, discovered them ; but, confused by 
their sudden appearance, he suffered them to go the land* 
lord's, who refused to give them up. Their master appealed 
to the Magistrates, who apxK)inted a day for a hearing. 
The landlord went to the Ck>urt, with his protegees clinging 
around him ; and the result was, their informing the captain 
that his title to the slaves was forfeited ; for by the laws of 
this country, the moment a slave treads the British shore, 
he is free. 

The boys afterwards became a part of the establishment of 
the "^l of Mount Edgcombe ^ but they always retained the 
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greatest affection for their generous protector, whom they 
nsed to stile '^ Father ." Some time afterwards, the landlord 
died, and the boys attended his funeral. From that period 
the youngest, whose name was Charles, was observed to 
droop } and though every thing was done to cheer him, it 
was of no avalL '' My poor f&ther dead !" the poor child used 
to say, *' me die too :" and in a short time, he died of a 
broken heart! 

Peace to thee, little stranger !^ 

The storms of life are o'er ; 
Here rest secure from danger. 

On Britain's sacred shore. 
Yes, thou shalt make thy pillow 

Where lie the brave and free ; 
Thv master o'er the billow 

Is not so blest as thee. 

Thou didst not die recUning 

Upon thy Mother's breast ; 
Another sun is shining 

Where thou art doom'd to rest ;— 
Yet hearts of noblest feeling 

Shall mourn thy long last sleep. 
And softest eyes be stealing 

To bless thy grave and weep. 



88 OK THE DfiATB OF A lITTlB KfiiQRO, 

Thine was the chQd-like spirit 

Which ever dweUs above; 
There, through the Savioar*s merit. 

Begin thy song of love! 
The first-bom sons of heaven 

Will not despise thy hue 5 
Their mind to thee was given, 

So tender and so true. 

I will not pray that, hated 

By every wretched slave. 
The tyrant nrny be fated 

To perish in the wave;-^ 
But I will ask, imploring. 

When I this life resign, 
My spirit may be soaring 

With souls as fair as thine. 



LINES ON READING THE DEFENCE OP THE LATE 
MISSIONARY SMITH, OF DEMERARA, Bt HENRY 
BROUGHAM AND SIR JAMES MACKINTOSH. 

1824. 

Why did I not mourn for fliy hapless doom. 
When thy heart in thy dungeon wa» breaking? 

Oh ! I knew that the hoar of vengeance would come ^ 
I knew that its voice was awaking. 

I knew that the injured Negfro's prftyer, 

Before thee to heaven was soaring; 
I knew that thy spirit its place would share, 

Where the martyred hosts were adoring : 

That thy country's Strength, who have proudly stood 
And the shrine of her freedom defended, 

Would avenge with her voice thy innocent blood. 
When the days of thy sorrow were ended, 
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And where should the fire of genius bum, 
And where should the Patriot be keeping 

His holiest watch, but to guard the urn 
Where the Martyr's ashes were sleeping? 

And British bosoms shall throb with shame. 

Till the N^o's chains they sever. 
As they gaze at the light which surrounds thy 
name, — 

A light which will last for ever : 

And youthful spirits will envy the death 
Which has ended thy hmnble story, 

Since thy Country's tears, and the Patriot's breath, 
Have embalm'd thee with endless glory. 



EVENING OF LIFE. 

1824. 

£re the shadows of night on my bosom abide, 
And my harp lies neglected and mute by my sid 6,— 
Ere its joys are forgotten, again it shall swell, 
As I bid to the world and its sorrows farewell. 

Its sorrows — oh ! how can a minstrel complain 
Whose song has arisen triumphant o'er pain ? 
My God ! on thy mercies as backward I gaze. 
Oh ! may my last song be the song of thy praise ! 

From thee were my pleasures, when youth was my 

own; 
When existence was joyous, for life was unknown } 
When nature all lovely arose to my view, 
And the visions of fancy were boundless and x»ew« 
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When the gloom of the desert appeared to my sight. 
In its tenon, my soul has rejoic'd in thy light 
Still gaiding to Heaven : — onqaench'd by the Uast, 
It burns, and will bum, till the desert be past 

When the momingappeanlike a dream that is gone, 
And the tempest is deep as the evening comes on. 
And the vaDey is entered of darkness and dread, 
Here, wearied and wan, must I pillow my head ; — 

But the light that has goided— the light that has 

thrown, 
Round the steps of the pilgrim, a glory its own — 
Was the smile of thy mercy : more holy and clear, 
It bums in the darkness, for Heaven is near. 

Oh ! bright at its rising, more bright at its close. 
This gilds the dark passage to endless repose; 
And still may it beam on the gloom of my path, 
Till the song of thy mercy shall triumph in deathi 

J. PHXLF, pAorras. 



